DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
Storm Troop commanders, but he struck at the same time at
those who thought they were going to step into his shoes.
A bad day for the Brain Trust, Jung was taken from his dwelling
and shot. Ketteler escaped across the frontier and, when the
barely-escaped Papen a month later was made Minister in Vienna
as 'a gesture of conciliation9, much praised by the confiding outer
world, he joined hfc chief there. Count Z was taken and had his
head shorn and thought he was going to be shot, but they let him
go, and he disappeared to some distant foreign clime. Bose was
shot in his office in Papen's ministry.
Ulrichson — let us call him — heard the shots, put on his coat
and withdrew to his ante-room, where he sat, hat in hand, SS
men came in with revolvers in their hands and asked the old
janitor, at his desk in the corner, 'Where's Ulrichson?' *I don't
know,' he said woodenly. *I haven't seen him/ They turned to
Ulrichson. 'What do you want here?* they said, *Pm waiting for
Herr Ulrichson/ he said, 'but I seem to have come on a had (lay**
They went, Ulrichson went down the stairs. At the entrance SS
men, with levelled revolvers, stopped him, *This is the end' he
thought. Behind him, down the stairs, came the first SS men.
They looked at him and said, 'He's all right, he can go.* Ulrichson
walked out into the sunny Wilhelrnstrasse. A few days later,
smoking a fat cigar, he walked across the Czechoslovak frontier in
a misty dawn.
Not quite four years, I thought, as I looked unsceingly at the
Andrdssy Ut, and now they had caught up with Ketteler*
Another ant crushed by the machine, that was devouring more and
more lives every year as it moved, faster and faster, to Its final orgy.
I had spoken to him twice, in Vienna, at receptions, just a few
words. He never showed that he remembered me, never referred
to that request that was made to me on his behalf on June soth,
J934> ^ shelter him under my roof. Yet the circumstances in
which I had first looked at him with an especial interest caused my
thoughts even now to quicken whenever I saw him.
An Inexplicable young man, moving doggedly, and yet with
that hunted look in his eyes, to his doom. And why? This was the
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